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PROLOGUE 


The silent, warm summer night was well underway, relieving the bustling 
day of its tiresome activity. Its deep, dark veil was calming, sweetly lulling all 
living beings and slowly submerging them into a deep sleep. Its charm didn’t 
only affect the hearts of those in love - for them eternity passed as an instant. 
On the sea shore, in an uninhabited place, a lonely fire crackled, casting 
mysterious shadows. A formless creature sat alone in its presence. Its only 
witness was an infinite Universe, brightly illuminated by starlit worlds, and the 
Moon, inviting eternity with its silvery sparkling path on the water’s surface. All 
around there was a stillness that even the sea wouldn’t dare disturb with the 
noise of its waves. Time seemed to stop, losing all meaning. It was the moment 
of eternity. 

The creature started to move, making strange sounds, and slowly 
divided itself into two separate parts. Human voices could be heard in the air, 
saying, 

“God, life can be so good sometimes in this sinful world.” 
“Honestly, | don’t even want to leave.” 
“That’s what I’m telling you.” 

The fire was blazing brightly, jealously trying to occupy some space in 
the night. Its luminous glares with varying success were first swollen by the 
darkness, then fearlessly cast far ahead, illuminating nature with its natural 
tones. 

“So, what will your decision be, Rigden?” 

“My conclusions are, of course, sad. But | think it’s still worth waiting a little 
while for a final decision... | suppose it’s worthwhile to remain here for some 
time.” 

“It’s not all that bad. What’s more, since you’ve decided to stay, give 
them another chance and let me...” 

Suddenly, from out of nowhere, a light breeze flew over the sea, 
breathing life into the moonlit path, which charmingly sparkled with its silver 
hues, leading the way into a hazy distance. It was as if nature was teasing the 
creature, embracing it on the one hand with its eternity, and on the other, with 
its natural earthly beauty. Apparently, some innermost mystery, known only to 
itself, was hidden in this delicate gust. 


It’s no secret that Destiny guides us through a complex journey of 
interrelations, natural phenomena, and intricately bound paths of occurrences 
and coincidences. At the very end, it leads to a tangible event, a final 
crossroads in life’s path. And here, a human may dare to hope that he is given 
a chance to choose. But the same implacable power of Destiny, through a 
series of logically-bound circumstances, unnoticeably helps a person to make 
his own choice. Because a chain of events, according to its plan, inevitably 
should draw people together, people who don’t yet know each other and who, 
living in their own small world, don’t even suspect it at the moment. But this 
convergence will make them work together, mutually seeking the same goal, 
generating a great number of key events in the lives of other people. 

| shared the same fate. | was born in a remote Russian village. My 
parents were in the military, fulfilling their duty in an honest and fair way. That 
is why their command, in the same honest and fair way, was sending us into 
different parts of our boundless motherland - the Soviet Union. That’s how our 
family got to Ukraine, “the country of blooming chestnuts,” where we settled 
down in rose-scented miner’s land. 

| should say that I’m quite an outgoing person with various interests. It 
was never a problem for me to find common language with new people. That’s 
why my persona quickly joined a group of like-minded individuals in my new 
home. Together we visited different hobby groups, including ballroom dancing, 
going to the cinema, cafe, and the theatre. In general, as they say, my life took 
its normal course. 

Everything was great but... up to a certain moment. Because Destiny has 
its own plans. Unexpectedly for my relatives and especially for me, at the very 
peak of my youth, destiny threw me into a vortex of such difficult trials that | 
almost died in it of complete hopelessness and an animalistic fear of death. 
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At the beginning of my last school year, | began having chronic, strong 
and long lasting headaches. My parents took me for acheck-up. The doctors 
only discussed the results with them which made me very apprehensive. It 
gave rise to a number of concerns that one after another, started to torment 
my soul. The complete uncertainty was the worst thing of all. 

And all those circumstances were terribly scary until, by chance, | overheard 
my mother’s conversation with a doctor: 

“but there must be a way out?” 

“Of course, there’s always something that can be done. You see, this 
small tumour can grow progressively larger over time, and that’s very 
dangerous. It’s best to operate now before it’s too late... By the way, there’s a 
very good clinic in Moscow that specialises in these kinds of problems... they 
have excellent specialists. The only problem is that it’s hard to get an 
appointment there. The waiting list is scheduled for years in advance and the 
girl needs the operation as fast as possible. Otherwise...it’s hard to predict the 
development of the disease, especially if it’s a brain tumour. Sometimes people 
can live a year, and sometimes even longer. In any case, you shouldn’t lose 
hope. Maybe you have connections that will help you get in there...” 

| didn’t listen to the rest of the conversation. Only one phrase was 
pulsating in my head: “One year...and the end!” Emptiness and hopelessness 
gripped my soul. The noisy hospital fuss gradually faded out, giving way to a 
rising whirl of thoughts: “I will die in the prime of my life! But | haven’t even 
started to live...Why me? What have | done to deserve this?!” | was in utter 
despair. Tears streamed down my cheeks. It became unbearably stuffy in this 
hospital tomb, and | ran to the exit. The doctor’s voice was ringing in my ears 
like a threatening echo: “One year! One year...One!” 

The fresh air hit me in the face with its dizzying aroma. Little by little, | 
came to my senses and looked around. The rain had just fallen and the trees 
stood as if in a fairy tale, with brilliantly sparkling pendants. Purity and renewal 
was shining all around. Warmth from the ground covered the asphalt with a 
light haze - creating a surreal impression. God, how wonderful the beauty of 
nature was! This natural beauty that | had never noticed before now gained 
some new meaning, a new charm of its own. All the small problems that had 
brought me so many worries every day now seemed to be so trivial and stupid. 
With bitterness and anguish, | looked at the bright sun, the fresh green grass, 
cheerful birds flitting, and | thought: “How foolishly | have spent my life. It’s a 
pity that | didn’t have time to do something really worthwhile!” All previous 
resentments, gossip, vanity - all lost their meaning. Now all those around me 
were lucky people, and | was a prisoner in a death castle. 

For some time, | was terribly depressed. | lost interest in school, 
everyday life, and all of my previous hobbies. | avoided my parents, locking my 
bedroom door and indifferently turning pages of books and magazines. | really 
wanted to cry on somebody’s shoulder, to tell someone how afraid | was of 
dying before | had even started to live. My closest friend was, of course, my 
mother. But how can a mother’s heart endure such a soulwrenching confession 
from the lips of her own child? One day, sitting at the table, alone with my 
heavy thoughts, | took up a pen and described all my feelings on a piece of 
notebook paper. | felt a lot better. Then | started a diary. Afterwards, it would 
become my best friend, afriend that patiently endured all my thoughts about 
my extraordinary destiny. 


The only thing that distracted me from my gloomy thoughts was 
communication with my friends. Of course, | didn’t tell them anything about my 
disease. | didn’t want to see them with mournful eyes and faces full of 
condolence like my parents’ - that would have killed me once and for all. Their 
funny chatter amused me, they discussed problems that seemed to me a 
complete absurdity in this life. Now I looked at everything in the light of some 
kind of new vision, with jealousy of a person who must leave this mysterious, 
still undiscovered world in his heyday. Something inside me had definitely 
changed and broken down. 


When my friends finally managed to drag me out to the cinema from my 
voluntary home imprisonment, | was surprised to find that | started to perceive 
things completely differently - even movies. It was around the time when 
martial arts started to come into fashion. In new cafes, they showed the most 
popular martial arts hits for a ruble or three. The mastery of the athletes, 
unusual cases of their self-recovery, their will, and their spiritual power 
intrigued me. Of course, | knew that it was all acting. However, | couldn’t stop 
thinking that many scenes were based on real phenomenal facts from the 
history of mankind. This inspired me to search for articles, books, and 
magazines on the subject. My evident interest in these phenomena spread to 
my friends. With relentless passion, they began searching for rare books 
wherever they could. 

Amazed by the extraordinary capabilities of these people and by the 
depth of their understanding of this world, | felt that it had awoken some kind 
of internal power in me... a kind of hope, or vague anticipation that death of my 
body wouldn’t be my end! This insight so touched and inspired something 
inside that my depression started to lift and | somehow felt a new taste for life. 
Even though my mind, like before, was aware of inevitable death because few 
people had ever recovered from cancer. But this new understanding didn’t 
dispirit me and didn’t cause fear. Something inside of me simply refused to 
believe it. And what’s most interesting, is that it unconsciously started to resist 
my heavy, dark thoughts. 

This new feeling made me revisit my life again and contemplate how 
foolishly I'd lived it. Although | hadn’t done anything bad, it was absolutely 
obvious that every day, every hour, | was justifying my own selfishness, 
excusing my own laziness, | wasn’t striving to know myself but rather how to 
10 gain more prestige in society through this knowledge. Or, to cut along story 
short, in all my life, through my studies and family life, only one thought was 
hiding behind it all: “Me, myself, and I.” And the realisation that this small 
bodily empire of “me” was coming to its big end, that is, to its real death, 
awoke all that animal fear, horror, despair, and hopelessness that | had been 
experiencing so intensely in the last couple of weeks. | realised that death is 
not as fearsome as its foolish anticipation. Because in reality, it’s not the bodily 
death you are waiting for, but the crash of your egotistic world, which you’ve 
been “working so hard” to build all your life. 


After this realisation, Iclearly understood that the life | had lived and 
what I’d done is a sandcastle on the sea shore, where any wave will wash away 
all my efforts in asecond. And nothing will be left, only emptiness, the same 
emptiness that was there before me. It seemed to me that most people waste 
their lives with sandcastles, meticulously building them, some closer and some 
further from the coastline. But the result will inevitably be the same for all of 
them - one day all will be destroyed by the wave of time. But there are people 
who sit on dry land and impartially observe this human illusion. Or maybe not 
even observe, but look beyond it, at something eternal and unchanging. | 
wonder what they think about, what is their inner world like? After all, if they 
have comprehended this mortality, it means that they have realised something 
really important, something really worth spending their life on?! 

These questions began to worry me more than anything else. But | didn’t 
find answers to them. Then | turned to the book sources of major world 
religions of humankind. However, the great figures, such as Buddha, Jesus, 
Mohammed - were those who had already been observing from the shore. But 
how did they get there? It’s written everywhere: by concentration, faith, prayer. 
But how? Explanations of their followers were so confusing, so odd and veiled, 
that my brain was falling asleep when my eyes were making the effort to read 
the same words ten times over. The teachings of those geniuses were 
interesting, but they only reflected the common truth of all mankind. Perhaps 
the essential grain of knowledge was hidden in between the lines. But, alas, | 
was just an ordinary human being, not the “chosen” one, so | wasn’t able to 
grasp it with my mind, although the reading of certain lines did evoke 
something inside of me. 

Then a new question arose. Why are there so many people in this world 
who believe? If they believe, it means they hope for something in the future. In 
all world religions, there is life after death. Even after throwing away the shell 
of legends and myths, there lies the possibility that there really is Something - 
but what? How does it express itself? 

How does it manifest itself? | tried to get deeper into the paths of religion 
but just got more confused. The only thing that | understood was that there is 
one thing that unites all the world religions - it is the power of people’s faith, 
their aspiration to understand God and themselves. And to my surprise, | 
discovered that phenomenal people, who managed to achieve the initial real 
results on their path, were searching for the very same thing in their cognition. 
And in fact, many of them did not belong to any religion. They were just 
intelligent and talented individuals. 

So, what is it all about? Why is such phenomenon inherent in human 
nature? What’s behind it? There were plenty of questions, but too few answers. 
That gave me cause to search further. 

Gradually, everyday life was getting back to normal. Moreover, some 
unusual courage started to arise in me because in my case | had nothing to 
lose. Therefore, | had to quickly fulfil all my desires. “If | spend every remaining 
day productively, that could make up for my whole life.” Arming myself with 
such a motto, | started to look intensively for literature of interest, | played 
sports, caught up with school, and attended different hobby groups. All my 
days were completely filled up, and | didn’t have time to think about the bad. 
Even though the headaches reminded me of the worst, despite them, | kept 


eagerly searching and attempting to learn everything new that | wasn’t aware 
of or didn’t know how to do. 

While my parents were trying to find different loopholes in order to get 
into the Moscow clinic, my unbridled aspirations brought me to study Kung Fu. 
Our group didn’t miss any films about our eastern martial arts heroes, and with 
asinking heart we watched the triple somersaults, overturns, undercuts, and 
jumps of these sportsmen. And when they started to open Wushu schools in 
our town, where they were actually practicing Kung Fu, our group was 
overtaken by the thrill of battle once and for all. We visited one school after 
another. But in the first school, the teacher was too angry and ignorant; in the 
second, the teacher considered himself to be practically Bruce Lee, even 
though he was only teaching ordinary wrestling mixed with boxing; in the third, 
the guy was simply a cheater and a drunkard. We were looking for a Teacher 
who would be like the heroes we had seen in the eastern martial arts films. 
And, as they say, the one who seeks will always find. But what we found was 
more than unexpected - it surpassed all of our ideals even in our dreams. 


After a few unsuccessful visits to several schools, we were told to try a school 
located on the outskirts of our town, near an old mine. We didn’t believe that 
we would see anything better than what we had seen in the town centre, but 
something was definitely drawing us there. After spending half a day 
questioning a great number of locals, we finally found it. 

“Indeed,” my friend Tatyana confessed in a low voice, “this place is 
certainly quite scary. If we are going to be practicing here, | will die from fear. | 
already have goosebumps.” 

| too felt a slight shiver, even though the weather was quite warm. 
Approaching a dilapidated old building, blooming with moss, even always silent 
Slava couldn’t keep quiet: 

“Well, well! | think we’ve just wasted our time. Don’t tell me that 
someone trains in this hole? | bet only mice practice here at night.” 

Andrey, whose face and figure were slightly reminiscent of Russian 
Schwarzenegger, concluded, “Generally speaking, the outside form always 
corresponds to its contents. It’s very likely that now we'll find proof of that once 
again.” 

And pulling the handle of a worn-out door, he heard crafty words cited by 
Kostya with regret: “Oh, how noticeable still within you is a desk scientist.” 

With loud laughter, we rushed into the gym. But our cheerful mood 
quickly changed to mute amazement because inside there were around sixty 
people. 

“Wow,” Slava whistled, “this is something else!” 


But | wasn’t listening to my friends’ puzzled remarks. My eyes were 
immediately fixed on a fair-haired man. Even though he was no different 13 
from the others standing in the crowd, something about him intrigued me. 
“God, his face looks so familiar,” | thought. His appearance reminded me of 
someone | knew well a very long time ago. But who? | started to dig deep in my 
memory, recalling all my friends from different cities, my numerous relatives 
and their friends. But all my attempts were in vain. | was awoken from my wild 
stream of memories by the melodic voice of Sensei (the Teacher) who turned 
out to be that mysterious young man. 

“So, newcomers,” he said with asmile, “why do you stand like a girl after 
her first kiss? Here you either practice or leave. It’s your choice.” 

That voice!... | was so amazed. For sure I’d heard his voice before. But 
where and when? 

Our small group went through to the locker rooms. All the while, buzzing 
thoughts continued to demand satisfaction of their useless curiosity. Getting 
ready for the training, | tried to ask other people around me about Sensei, to 
find out where he was from. But it turned out that nobody knew anything for 
sure. This intrigued me even more. 

Unlike slow Tatyana, | quickly put on a white kimono and went to the 
gym hoping to find more answers there. But there | only found more questions. 
What struck me at first was the fact that there were people of all ages, from 
fourteen to fifty years old, and that was strange by itself. | hadn’t seen 
anything like this in any previous school. My persona thought: “What can unite 
so many people of different beliefs, ages, and life experiences? If it’s only 
martial arts, then what kind of master and psychologist do you have to be in 
order to attract and keep all of them interested?” 

When the training began, the second thing that struck me was the ideal 
discipline and friendly atmosphere that surrounded us. Nobody here forced 
anybody to do anything, but no one ever thought of breaking the discipline. 
Everyone sincerely tried to do their best, and that was astonishing in 
comparison with our previous unfortunate experiments. Our group tried to 
show our best sides, intensely puffing, groaning, and sweating. But even during 
this activity (painful, as it seemed, for my badly trained extremities), one 
thought didn’t leave me: “How was it possible to create such discipline without, 
as they say, carrot and stick? What have all these people found here for 
themselves that they train their bodies with such enthusiasm? And why do they 
all train in silence?!” My feminine mind finally rebelled. “Why won’t anybody 
say at least one word!” For my curious, talkative nature, this was a complete 
disaster. But | hoped to gain at least something during the training. 

After the warm-up, we heard three strong claps from the sempai (senior 
disciple). It was a kind of signal. People started to form acircle and sat with 14 
their knees on the floor. When everybody sat down, the Teacher calmly made 
his way to its centre. He began to tell the history of Tiger style as if he were 
telling it not to the crowd of disciples, but to his old friends. For the first time, | 
learned that Tiger style is the only style that preserved its original martial spirit 
without any changes. It appeared in China. One of the Shaolin masters 
observed the behaviour of tigers and created his own style, distinguished from 
the others by greater aggressiveness and danger. The style has no sportive 
roots. Its martial spirit was passed from Teacher to disciple, changing his 


consciousness to the level where he begins to feel and to think like a tiger. By 
its wisdom, it’s only inferior to a more ancient style called Dragon. 

“Alright, theory is just theory; it’s time to warm up a little,” Sensei said. 
He called three fighters - strong, tall, athletic guys to the tatami and 
demonstrated a couple of defence and attack techniques from this style. First, 
he showed the moves at speed that the real blows, as he considered, were 
happening. Honestly, | and probably many others too didn’t even notice when 
the Teacher struck the blows. All that my eyes could record was the fact that 
Sensei passed by three fighters and waved his hands for a fraction of a second. 
| didn’t even realise what had happened until they fell. The same thing 
happened during the demonstration of defence techniques. The speed of the 
blows seemed to be unreal to me. And my brain, unwilling to comprehend that, 
suggested artfully: “Maybe they fell down on purpose, probably pretending.” 
But it was impossible that the men’s expressions, distorted by pain, were 
faked. Sensei approached them calmly and helped restore their breathing by 
poking his fingers into some points on their bodies. After that, the boys were 
able to recover from pain and shock and continue the training. That entire 
scene was accompanied by silent contemplation of the amazed crowd. 

After this, the Teacher started to explain the technique of the Tiger style 
in detail, slowly showing each movement and the targets for the blows. | 
thought that these movements would be too complicated to have time to strike 
blows in a fraction of a second. 

Having split up into pairs, people did their best and repeated diligently 
what they had just seen. A plump man of about fifty years old was puffing not 
far from me, comically ejecting his short hands and legs. His face, with chubby, 
bulged-out lips, looked like a big dumpling and was neatly shaved. His wise 
eyes looked through thick glasses. A small bald spot, with errant hairs turning 
grey, was shining on his head. “And how did he get in here?” | thought. “It 
would be hard to believe by his appearance that he has been 15 practicing 
martial arts all his life... What is he looking for here? Has he decided to master 
Kung Fu in his old age?!” 

My thoughts were interrupted by Sensei’s voice correcting the attack 
technique of a pair of young, strong boys near me. 

“Who strikes like that? What are you doing, Valentin Leonidovich? You 
are a future doctor, aren’t you? You should understand why you strike, where 
you strike, and what is going on during this process. Your goal is to cause a 
painful shock, not just to flap your hands. A blow should hit the exact location 
of the nerve or nerve plexus. It should be momentary, instantaneous. The 
faster the better. Why? To cause aspasm in the muscle tissue. In turn, the 
transmitted nerve impulse, through reflex channels of the nervous system, will 
cause intense irritation of the nerve-knot, which will inevitably lead to inhibition 
of a certain part in the brain cortex. In other words, the man will fall into kind of 
a stupor caused by the shock of pain...” 

A crowd of curious guys began to gather around him during this 
conversation. Sensei continued to explain, “But the blow should be delivered 
taking into consideration that every human being has his own anatomical 
peculiarities. That’s why not everyone will be affected by an ordinary blow to 
this anatomical point. So, in order to be one hundred percent sure, you should 
strike not with a straight “tsuki” (blow) but a blow with a twisted fist at the 


moment of contact, so that the blow goes deep inside. As a result, a large 
“damage zone” will appear... 

“This strike goes into the point between diaphragm and solar plexus. 
Why exactly there? Because at this point, there passes one of the twelve pairs 
of cranial nerves, the so-called “Nervus Vagus”, or the vagus nerve. It not only 
passes that point but also forms the nerve plexus which forms two vagus 
trunks close to the esophageal opening. And what is the vagus nerve? It is, first 
of all, innervations of respiratory organs, the digestive system, the thyroid and 
parathyroid glands, adrenal glands, kidneys. It also takes part in innervations of 
the heart and vessels. Therefore, the correctly delivered blow to this point 
causes an intense irritation of the nervous system, which temporarily distorts 
functioning of the cerebellum. And the cerebellum, as you know, is responsible 
for coordination of all movement functions. Person is momentarily disoriented. 
In other words, it means that you have time to make a conscious decision. For 
example, to deliver another blow or to run away. 

The last remark caused a lot of smug smiles on the faces of the 
surrounding people, including myself. “What? To run away?!” | thought to 
myself dreamily. “If I’ve just dealt such a powerful blow, | would, | would... well, 
| wouldn’t chicken out, that’s for sure!” 

At this moment, the Teacher looked at the smiling crowd and said 
seriously, “And why not run away, if that’s the best way out in this situation? In 
some cases, it’s a lot better to get hit ten times in your own face rather than 
kill... to take somebody's life.” 

His words made me flinch and turn red, ashamed by my own egoistic 
thoughts and megalomania. With bitterness, these words brought me back to 
the tough reality of my existence. 

“Because human life is invaluable,” Sensei went on, “your objective is to 
cause only a muscle spasm, a painful shock, in order to prevent an undesirable 
development of the situation. And in no way, should you injure internal organs, 
break ribs or anything else; that is, you should not cause serious after-effects to 
your opponent. That’s why we spend so much time here, in order to master the 
right technique of blows. Otherwise, if you deliver a powerful, uncontrollable 
strike, it is possible to cause great harm to the body or even death. And what’s 
the point?!... You should respect human life because one day you may happen 
to be in his place... Or maybe one day he will save your life. Because it is very 
likely that when you are in trouble it will be this human who will appear to give 
you a helping hand and save you. Because life is unpredictable and 
anything might happen in it - even the most unbelievable things that 
you cannot imagine.” 

Throughout the rest of the training, my persona was very impressed by 
this peculiar, easily understood lecture of profound anatomy and unusual 
philosophy. It completely captured my thoughts, and from time to time, | found 
myself thinking about what | had heard. 

Three claps from the senior sempai meant the end of the training. When 
everyone traditionally lined up, he commanded: 

“Dojo ni rei” (which means a bow to the martial spirit of the sports hall). 

“Sensei ni rei.” 

The Teacher also politely bowed in response and said, “We'll meet as 
usual at the same time. And now whoever needs to, change, and whoever 
needs to, stay.” 


“Oh boy! And who needs what? Who stays? | want to stay, too...” | 
thought to myself. But the majority ran in single file to the changing rooms, 
carrying me along. Running past Sensei, | saw the chubby man in glasses 
approaching him. 

“Igor Mikhailovich,” he said to the Teacher, with respect in his voice. 
“Concerning our previous conversation. Here, | brought something for you to...” 

| couldn’t hear the rest in the noise of laughter and the jokes of the guys 
running close to me. In the women’s changing room, a storm of emotions 17 
already began to roar, caused by the discussion of the most vivid moments and 
Sensei’s explanations. All this was happening amidst women putting on many 
layers of clothes on their wet bodies. 

A girl with bright curls was changing next to me. Getting acquainted with 
her, | asked,” Have you been training here for long?” “ 

No, only for three months.” 

“And does he often tell and show such things?” 

“Well, probably when it’s necessary. But, when he is in a good mood, he 
shows much more...Today was nothing out of the ordinary.” 

“Not so bad, nothing out of the ordinary”, | thought to myself. “I can’t 
imagine what something special would be then?!” 

“What style did he master, the Tiger?” “ 

Not only that. I’ve heard from the senior guys, who have been training 
here for a long time, that he has perfectly mastered the Dragon, Snake, Wing- 
Chun, Cat, Mantis, and Monkey styles, and a whole range of other styles that | 
just can’t remember.” 

| gave her a distrustful gaze, “When did he have time to master all that? 
He looks like a young man. People sometimes spend their whole life mastering 
just one style.” “ 

I was also surprised at first,” she went on. “But the guys say that, 
according to the teacher, a young body is not at all an indicator of the 
age of the soul.” My new acquaintance answered, shrugging her shoulders. 

“Who is he, then?!” | started to become nervous, and my old thoughts, 
together with this new information, once again began tormenting my 
unsatisfied curiosity. 

“An ordinary man,” | heard in reply. 

Once we had changed, our group crowded before the exit and 
contemplated with admiration the unusual technique of a couple of athletically 
built guys who were training with the others who had stayed. I’d never seen 
such genuine, naturally beautiful undercuts, overturns, and nimble, smooth 
withdrawals, even in movies. But what struck me the most was the speed of 
their movements. “Is it really possible to move at such speed and still be able 
to orientate yourself so well in space?” | thought to myself. “Nice work! And 
where is Sensei among them?” 

Sensei turned out to be sitting quietly aside, looking through a pile of 
papers and books with bookmarks, presented by Dumpling. Two more men 
were sitting nearby carefully listening to the Teacher’s explanations. Then 
Dumpling unfolded a yellowed map, and all four leaned over it as if it were a 
priceless treasure. Sensei started to mark something on the map with a pencil, 
constantly commenting and explaining it. | really wanted to get my curious 
nose in there, but we were gently pushed by tall guys trying to get out. 


“Hey, guys! Why are you standing here? Don’t you know the law of this 
dojo? Here you either train or stay outside. If you want, go back in, and if you 
are going out, go out, don’t disturb the others.” 

Together we headed outside. “It’s not fair!” my persona thought 
jealously. “They’ve stayed, why can’t we?” But, of course, | didn’t say anything 
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We spent almost a whole hour waiting for the only bus in that district, 
strenuously tamping down the patch of ground that was called the “bus stop”. 
But the bus didn’t come. So we walked to the tramway, which the locals said 
was fairly close: only a thirty or forty-minute walk. But because we weren’t 
familiar with local ditches and potholes, we spent an hour and a half getting 
there. However, nobody paid attention to the unpleasant circumstances. 
Everybody excitedly shared their impressions of the training. 

“So,” said Kostya smiling, “are we going to the next training?” 

Almost simultaneously we all said, “Yes!” 

“| don’t know about you,” said Andrey, the biggest fan of martial arts 
among us, “but I think | found what | wanted, at least for now. Cool training!” 

“Yes,” Kostya interrupted him, “today | learned a lot more than in the 
whole month of our wandering around other schools.” 

The guys nodded in agreement. Suddenly Slava stopped, tapped himself 
on the forehead, and said with horror, “Shoot! We forgot to ask how much it 
costs!” 

Andrey placed his hand on Slava’s shoulder and reassured him, “Don’t 
worry, old man, lasked Sensei. He said: ‘The more the better. But not more than 
five rubles. Preference will be given to pure gold of royal coinage’.” 

Everybody laughed. Slava even took a deep breath of relief which was 
understandable because he was a good guy but from a poor family. He could 
not afford to pay for the training in the other schools. To pay fifteen or twenty 
rubles a month was a real fortune for him. Loudly recalling some episodes that 
happened during the training and the teacher’s funny jokes, we didn’t even 
notice how we arrived at the tram stop. 


The working week had begun. We got very interested in the vagus nerve 
story and body innervations in general. For the remaining days of the week, we 
tried to find out details from our biology and anatomy teachers. But they didn’t 
give us any concrete answers, saying only that most likely it had to do with 
advanced anatomy, which was studied in medical universities. This fanned the 
fire of our interest even more and gave us an impulse to search for these kinds 
of books through our friends and relatives. 

All that time, | was trying hard to search through my memory in order to 
figure out where | knew Sensei from. | even took the time to go through all my 
family photo albums. But my attempts were in vain. As before, life went on as a 
continuous search for answers to unknown questions. 

We could hardly wait for the next training. So as not to be late, we 
departed two hours early. When our group arrived at the gym, we were 
surprised to discover that we weren't first, even though there was still half an 
hour until training started. There were thirty people already waiting, like us, 
unwilling to miss something interesting. Our guys, getting acquainted with 
some of them, jokingly came to the conclusion that we, in comparison to those 
poor guys, live quite close by. Because they lived in such distant districts, some 
people had to spend almost half a day getting there, changing transportation a 
couple of times and wearing out their soles walking a great many miles. And 
only a few lucky ones drove here in their own cars. 

“So, guys,” Andrey concluded, “I guess we can show off seeing as we are 
locals!” Sensei arrived soon after, surrounded by a group of guys. People 
started to smile and act friendly. Separate groups merged into a single crowd to 
21 greet the Teacher as he entered the open gym. We also got caught up in this 
wave of good feelings. But our joy didn’t last long. 

At the very beginning of the warm-up, two respectable looking men 
walked in and, approaching Sensei, began whispering something to him in a 
familiar way. Having agreed upon something, the Teacher entrusted the senior 
sempai to continue the training and, slipping a jacket on right over his kimono, 
walked out with them. From that point forward, endless suffering of our 
extremities began. 

The senior sempai, obviously planning to train us the same way he 
trained his muscular body, carried out a warm-up in such a tough tempo, as if 
we were being trained for a gold medal. There was such a difference between 
Sensei, with his graduated exercises, and the senior sempai, who tried to make 
us Olympic champions with a full set of medals before Teacher returned. At the 
end of the warm-up, we heard the command to relax, which for some reason 
was called the “dead body pose” by sempai. People in the gym, including my 
persona, fell down to the floor with such a loud sound that it really looked like 
exhausted dead bodies were lying all around. Later, | found out that the sempai 
interpreted some commands in an unusual way because he was a policeman. 

After that exhausting warm-up, we started to follow our chief 
instructor’s basic exercises of mastering blows, blocks, and stances. | felt as if | 
was in the Japanese army, where soldiers executed commands in an exact and 
simultaneous manner, counting loudly in their native language. 

When Sensei walked in, my persona breathed a sigh of relief. He took his 
jacket off and continued the training as if nothing had happened. Noticing a 
mistake made by a young man standing in the first row, he corrected him 
courteously: “The correct blow should be delivered with this part,” he said, as 


he circled the area of bones on the forefinger and middle finger. “This way... 
You shouldn’t use these two neighbouring fingers (ring finger and pinkie finger) 
because an incorrect blow can seriously damage your wrist.” 

Addressing the crowd, he added: “You have to work long and hard on 
yourselves not just to correctly deliver blows, but so as not to harm yourselves. 
A straight fist blow, as | have already said, is one of the basic martial arts 
techniques. And without thorough preparation, the fist can be easily hurt. If you 
practice the correct blow every day, the flexor tendons of the fingers, which are 
located over here, will part over the sides of the metacarpophalangeal 
articulations of the second and the third fingers in such a way that the bones 
will become protected and dense. Then will you be able to deliver blows easily 
without harming yourselves.” 

Someone then asked, “In order to develop our joints in such a way, 
should we start hitting something very hard?” 

“No need for such a Sacrifice,” objected Igor Mikhailovich. “Start hitting a 
punching bag. Or, if somebody doesn’t have one, use a sandbag. I’m sure 
everyone can make one at home. But what’s important is to develop the blow 
every day, gradually increasing speed. And don’t be lazy, really work 
conscientiously, at full capacity. Then results won’t take long to appear.” 

The training ended with another demonstration of new techniques from 
the Tiger style and practice of the previous moves. Again, after the training, 
puffy Dumpling glued himself (there is no other way to say it) to Sensei with his 
questions. There were many people around who wished to talk to Sensei or to 
listen to him. But Dumpling impudently made his way through the surrounding 
crowd, including us, and took the teacher aside, obviously considering his 
question more important. Giving up waiting for the end of their conversation, 
we went home. 


A couple of days later, we got good news: somehow Kostya managed to 
get the university manual of anatomy through friends of his parents. Our joy 
was infinite. First, of course, we satisfied our curiosity about the vagus nerve by 
touching and feeling its routes in our bodies. Kostya wasn’t too shy during this 
experiment and conducted his diagnostics right on Tatyana, making her squeak 
and giving rise to a squall of jokes from us. Then we examined the structure of 
our hands more thoroughly. And later we started to examine in detail, with 
evident interest, our bones, muscles, tendons, nerves, organs, and brain. | 
can’t say that | knew it all before. In general, we studied all of this during 


anatomy classes. But it was the first time that | looked at it from a different 
point of view. And it was the first time | was interested in it not because of 
school, but rather to know it for myself. 

| really wanted to examine my muscles and joints in order to understand 
why and how we move. How do muscles take part in our exercises, and how is 
it reflected on our internal organs? What happens during the blow? What is 
pain from the physiological point of view? Why do people suffer at all? And 
finally, what is going on in my own brain? Perhaps, the last thought was the 
most important because subconsciously it had been tormenting me. 

The guys commented on what we had seen during the training just as 
passionately, but they were motivated by their own reasons. We agreed 
unanimously that we didn’t know anything in this sphere and that we should fill 
this gap in our knowledge together. In order to do this, we spontaneously 
created a special card game. We drew separate cards for bones, muscles, blood 
and nerve vessels, the lymphatic system, organs, and the brain. Then we made 
attempts to put the puzzle together, one by one, trying to identify them not 
just by name, but also by the corresponding functions. At first, it 24 was hard. 
But the experience was accompanied by such jokes and such an excited 
atmosphere that, whether you wanted to or not, you’d remember. 

Before the next training session, we formulated a couple of questions on 
biomechanics of the blow and decided to ask Sensei after the training in order 
to find a reason to stay longer. But that day, life itself gave us an opportunity to 
do this without our secret conspiracy plan. 

At the end of the training, Sensei organised sparrings. People sat down 
on the floor, creating a big circle, and fighters were selected and invited by 
Sensei two by two into its centre. Andrey was chosen, and his opponent was a 
novice, also brawny and athletically built. After making a traditional bow to 
each other, the guys started the fight. For some time, they fought as equals. 
But Andrey turned out to be faster and nimbler, and that enabled him to win. 
The approving clap of Sensei meant the end of the fight. Our guy helped his 
competitor stand up. Bowing to each other and to the teacher, they took their 
places. 

And when more serious fighters began to walk out onto the improvised 
ring, Andrey couldn’t stand watching. Inspired by his recent victory, he 
volunteered to fight again. He lost almost immediately. This incident greatly 
fanned his disappointment with himself. Infected by his emotional mood, our 
group worked up the courage and we asked Sensei if we could stay for 
additional training. The teacher answered smiling, without objections, “You 
know the law of this dojo: If you want to train, you stay and train.” 

That day, fortune was on our side because Dumpling was not present at 
the training to irritate us with his importunity. Access to Sensei was free, and 
we could ask him about all aspects of the training that interested us. 

While the majority of the crowd was leaving, all the rest were perfecting 
their weak sides of the blows. The ones we named “speedy guys” worked on 
their own level, and the rest of us on our own. But Sensei was closely watching 
all and correcting the mistakes he noticed. In the already deserted building, he 
showed us new kata (shadow boxing), which united the speed of undercuts, 
blows, overturns, and sharp withdrawals. When | started to practice them, 
Sensei suddenly came up to me from behind and, putting his hand on my 
shoulder, said “And you better not do this.” 


| turned to him in surprise: “Why?” 

At this moment our eyes met at a close distance. | had such a drilling 
feeling as if someone were looking through me from head to toe with an X-ray 
machine. I'd never seen such a gaze. It was very unusual, piercing, and 
strange. 

“Because.” 

That answer puzzled me a little. | stood quite confused, not knowing 
what to Say. 

After a short silence, he finally added: “It would be better for you to do 
these kata.” 

Sensei showed me movements that smoothly changed one into another, 
with deep breathing following them. All this time | was repeating after him 
almost automatically. And when he went to help others, endless questions 
started to flash in my head: “What did he mean? Can it be that he knows about 
my diagnosis? But how?! | didn’t tell any of my friends, and so far, | didn’t show 
it in any way during training.” And during this process of thinking, | made an 
unbelievable discovery. At school, home, at ballroom dances, | sometimes had 
a sudden, throbbing, continuous headache, but here, no matter how much | 
tortured my body, this headache never appeared. “Why? What is the reason for 
this?” 

While | was deep in thought working on new techniques, | didn’t notice 
everyone crowding around Sensei, having interrupted their exercises. And 
when my persona finally realised it, | joined the listeners in order not to miss 
something important. 

“Can you tell us how we can learn a technique of the real blow, is it just 
by training our muscles?” 

Andrey asked. 

“No. First of all, by training your mind,” Sensei replied. 

“And how is that?” 

“Well, to be clearer, let’s put it this way... A muscle is like a mechanism 
that executes its function. It has certain programs coming from the brain in the 
form of neuron impulses. As a result of the work of such programs, signals arise 
in the brain that cause contractions of a group of muscles. Thus, it results not 
only in movements of extremities but also in complex moving acts. It means 
that our training leads to a purposeful perfection of our brain and therefore of 
our muscles. The point is that the better and faster the trained brain works, the 
better and faster the muscles work.” 

“And what about the highest mastery of martial arts fighters?” Kostya 
asked, joining the discussion. “I’ve read somewhere that masters can deliver a 
blow before they even think of it. How does it happen and why?” 

“Well, guys. You touch upon such a serious subject. But l'Il try to explain 
in a few words... The trick is not to simply train your muscles but to imagine a 
concrete situation, an opponent. And the most important thing is to know 
exactly where you hit, into which tissue, and what is happening inside of that 
body - what’s the power level of the blow, and so forth. If a man strikes 
thoughtlessly, just to practice, then all his efforts are in vain! A true fighter, 
while practicing on a makiwara, first of all works with an image. He imagines 
how the opponent opens up, and at that moment he delivers a blow, being 
conscious of all possible consequences. In other words, he trains his brain.” 


“And what happens in the brain during that?” one of the senior guys 
asked. 

“The brain evaluates the situation through visual perception, analyses it 
and makes a decision. Then it sends that command to the cerebellum or, in 
other words, to the motion centre. And from there, through the nerves, the 
corresponding signal arrives into the muscles. All that activity is being fixed in 
the memory. Then, during the fight, this memory unconsciously returns but 
without acomplex chain of analysis and commands in the brain. In other words, 
when an opponent just opens up, a master has already counteracted 
automatically. Let’s say it’s a different frame of mind, a different innervation, 
and different workings of the brain. 

“Does it happen on a subconscious level, from the physiological point of 
view?” asked Kostya, showing off his erudition. 

“You are absolutely right. Complex reflex motion reactions occur now on 
the level of unconditional reflex,” said Sensei smiling. He added, “In the school 
anatomy program, such things are described as conditional and unconditional 
reflexes. The unconditional are genetically designed by nature. They determine 
the regulation of the internal environment of the body and preservation of the 
species. And conditional reflexes include the acquired reflexes arising as a 
result of accumulated experience and new skills. But even they are based on 
unconditional reflexes. Human beings have a lot of unconditional reflexes, 
connections, reactions regulating the spinal-brain, the after-brain, and the 
midbrain, the subcortical sections of cortexes of the cerebral hemispheres, and 
the cerebellum...” 

“And is this ‘the highest Art’ that you told us about in the beginning?” 
Andrey asked with excitement. 

“No, it’s only a first step to real mastery. In ‘the highest Art,’ the major 
work is based on foresight. It is the work of epiphysis which is located above 
the cerebellum in the epithalamus area of the thalamencephalon. 

“And is epiphysis just a section of white matter?” asked Kostya. 

“No, it’s the so-called pineal gland that weighs only one carat. However, 
it plays a huge role in the vital activity of the body. It is one of the most 
mysterious parts of the human brain and of the human as a whole. 
Unfortunately, science doesn’t know anything about its true functions.” 

“And who does know?” asked curious Kostya. 

“Those who need to know,” Sensei answered with asly smile and went 
on. “So, working on foresight, a master subconsciously develops the ability to 
catch his opponent’s thoughts. It means that, as soon as the opponent thinks 
about striking somewhere, the master has already simultaneously taken the 
exact counteraction that is necessary. All this happens unconsciously, in a split 
second. 

“| wonder if only masters of martial arts encounter these phenomena of 
instantaneous velocity?” Andrey asked thoughtfully. 

“Why? Not only. Many people often face these phenomena of mind. 
Some acquire it after long special training. For example, circus acrobats that 
catch knives or arrows at great speed. Other people have experienced the 
influence of unconditional reflexes in their lives. Let’s say, you are seriously 
scared by someone or something, for example, by a dog; you can momentarily 
execute aseries of movements. And only later, when the danger has passed, 
you realise how fast you have done it. This ability is implied from the very 


beginning in human genes. Otherwise, people wouldn’t have survived in 
ancient times when they had to save themselves by running from mammoths, 
sabre-toothed tigers, or other predators. 

We stood silently, enchanted by Sensei’s words. And then we were 
suddenly interrupted by somebody knocking on the door. It caught me off 
guard, and everything inside of me contracted. It didn’t sound like the knock of 
someone out for an evening walk. Sensei calmly approached the door and 
opened it under the watchful eyes of our group. “Oh, it’s good that I’ve caught 
you here,” an unknown man greeted him, shaking his hand. “I was just about to 
look for you at home. You see, there is this case...” “All right, wait a second,” 
remarked Sensei. Turning to us, he said, “Guys, you have fifteen more minutes 
and then we have to go home.” Half an hour later, we were standing outside, 
waiting for the others. Igor Mikhailovich closed the gym and quickly said 
goodbye to us, then drove off in a car. “Well,” | was angry with myself, “l 
wanted to ask Sensei after the training about his mysterious ‘because,’ but it 
didn’t work out. | should have asked him in the gym. But there are too many 
curious ears over there. That’s the trouble!” 

On the way home, everyone thought about their own experiences. And 
this wasn’t a strange thing, after such trainings there was always something to 
think about. Some of us thought silently and some aloud. For almost half of the 
journey, Andrey was trying to convince us - or most likely himself - that he had 
lost just by accident. 

“It’s a pity that | didn’t have nunchaku with me. Never mind, | will bring 
them to the next training. And then I'll show them!” 

That spectacle promised to be really thrilling, as we knew how good 
Andrey was with nunchaku. It was his strong point. 


Our group looked forward to this training like no other before. We came 
early. The gym was open. Some guys, having already changed, began to warm 
up. Sensei stood aside and talked with enthusiasm to a gangly old man who 
was so skinny that his kimono was hanging on him like a coat-hanger. Close by, 
standing with a group of men, was Dumpling. By the expression on his face, 
one could see that he didn’t hear the funny jokes his group were telling. It was 
as if his ears had turned into a radar and were picking up the slightest sound 
coming from Sensei and the old man. “Gosh!” | thought with indignation, “He is 
here again!” 

Following us, a couple of guys from our dojo walked in loudly, in an 
elated mood. They were accompanied by an untidy, yet proud looking man, 
about forty years old, with a week’s worth of old bristle on his face. The guys 
greeted Sensei and announced with evident pleasure: 


“We just met a very interesting man, an extrasensory individual... His 
name is Vitaliy Yakovlevich.” 

With these words, the dishevelled man made a ceremonious bow with 
his head and again put on a self-satisfied air. 

“He possesses extraordinary abilities, and he has kindly agreed to 
demonstrate them to our group...” 

Sensei made a polite bow in reply and said, “It would be very interesting 
to see.” 

“And very instructional,” added Vitaliy Yakovlevich meaningfully, raising 
up his forefinger. Our huge curious crowd began to gather around him. 
Meanwhile, “the extrasensory one,” with an air of great expertise, reached into 
the torn pocket of his jacket and pulled out a dozen common kitchen spoons 
wrapped in a dirty rag. 

“What do you think,” Kostya quietly whispered to Andrey. “Where did this 
Neanderthal man get these treasures of human civilisation?” 

“I think he has stolen them from somewhere, probably,” replied Andrey. 

“| wonder, does he even know how to use them?” Kostya remarked, 
smiling. 

Meanwhile, Vitaliy Yakovlevich, in an emphatic manner, undressed down 
to his waist and, having uncovered his wrinkled fat stomach, began to diligently 
stick the back sides of spoons to his chest. Our guys burst out laughing, and 
Kostya added: 

“Wow! That’s why they say that equipment in the hands of a savage is 
just a pile of metal!” A slight wave of amazement ran through the crowd. 
The spoons became really stuck, and “the extrasensory one” was now grandly 
walking with a puffed-out chest as if it he was covered with medals of honour. 

One of the guys asked, “How are you doing this? How can you explain 
it?” 

It seemed like this was the question Vitaliy Yakovlevich was waiting for. 
With obvious pleasure, he started to talk instructively about bioenergy and 
informational fields, biological Numan magnetism, its phenomenal 
manifestation only through chosen people, and its all-powerful influence. His 
speech finally reached its culmination. Walking in front of the astonished crowd 
with his naked torso covered with the hanging spoons and convincingly 
gesticulating, “the extrasensory one” was passionately declaiming: 

“this powerful, pulsating emanation born from the Power of the World’s 
Universal Reason embodies the last step to the perfection of spirit. It is able to 
surround the human mind with the power of its aura. And not only to separate 
itself from the human body but also to exist out of the body together with the 
soul. | would say, existence beyond the border is quite conscious. 

Having accumulated the energy of this cosmic emanation, | have 
discovered fantastic superpowers in myself. | have an invaluable gift of 
magnetism, clairvoyance, and healing. | have the power to miraculously heal all 
diseases. | cure through an all-penetrating, omnipresent double flow of 
emanation, which appears to be an initial cause of all energy and informational 
fields of the great Universe. With my positive energy, | restore power, body, 
human aura, and also break the hex spell, take away the evil eye...” 

| noticed that even though | didn’t quite understand this peculiar 
lecture, my thoughts started to search in it for ways of my possible cure. 
“Maybe he will be able to heal me?! Although, of course, it’s very hard to 


believe, but maybe...” Encouraged by the elusive hope, | started to listen much 
more diligently to the convincing speech of “the extrasensory one,” already not 
paying any attention to his appearance. 

“My might, as | was perfecting it, became immense...Here, as you can 
see, this is one of its manifestations,” and he pointed out the stuck spoons. 

It looked quite strange. Making circles around the listening crowd, he 
stuck his stomach out further and further and slightly leaned back, like a 
penguin. | looked at Sensei. He stood, with hands crossed on his chest and a 
slightly lowered head, probably already tired of listening. He was smiling 
ironically. 

“l achieved this perfection due to mysterious knowledge that is not 
known to anyone on Earth except the chosen ones. On the basis of that secret 
information, | developed my own system of spiritual development. But it’s not 
available to every mortal. Even one, who through the hardest work and through 
the atonement of sins and privations reaches the tenth level of my system of 
perfection, won’t be able to realise the great mystery of this teaching. Because 
it reveals itself only to the chosen ones. Only people like me who are able to 
unite the perishable body with the great spirit, the spirit of Universal Reason, 
possess the almightiness of God!” 

It seemed like those words were the last strain on Sensei’s nerves. 
Judging by his light wave of movements, it seemed to me that he would lose 
his temper and punch this man with so much force that even the socalled 
power of this “messenger” wouldn't be able to save him. But despite my 
forecast, Sensei, clearly enunciating every word, said: 

“Mister, isn’t it too much responsibility to take on yourself? So far, you 
haven’t demonstrated to us anything that would have proved your words.” 

“What do you mean, haven’t demonstrated?!” Vitaliy Yakovlevich 
demanded angrily. “Don’t you see this?!” 

“All this is rubbish,” continued Sensei. “Anybody can do it. And there is 
nothing extraordinary or special in it. You simply need to wash yourself more 
often.” 

The whole crowd rolled with laughter. Kostya, hitting himself on the 
forehead, said in excitement, “Of course! | remember I’ve read about this trick. 
He just has a sticky and wet body; that’s why the spoons got stuck.” 

The self-proclaimed “Pantocrator of the Universe and the whole Earth” 
became even more furious and shouted across the gym towards Sensei, 32 
“What? You are too young to make judgments about such great knowledge! 
What else can you do except flap your legs?” 

Sensei gazed at him intently. Then he came up and easily took off one of 
the spoons that were slipping away. Everybody around them froze. The teacher 
stretched out his hand, holding the thin end of the spoon, and started to make 
a series of breathing exercises, working on deep breathing. Within a minute, his 
face relaxed and his emotions disappeared. His eyes changed, and it seemed 
to me that they became fathomless. He froze for a few seconds, fixing his eyes 
on the spoon. His figure looked like a great sculpture. And at that moment, the 
spoon started to bend fast like a soft fading flower stem, as if it weren’t made 
from tough metal but from some plastic material. | couldn’t believe my eyes. 
Impossible, but it actually happened! 

Sensei regained his normal appearance a few seconds later and calmly 
said to the shocked Vitaliy Yakovlevich, as he returned the bent spoon, “When 


you can at least demonstrate this simple trick for us, then we will listen to you 
with great pleasure.” 

And quickly turning to the crowd, Sensei added, “I would like to inform 
those that haven’t changed yet, that the training will start in two minutes. The 
ones who don’t make it in time will have to do the push-up penalty (that’s what 
we called twenty push-ups for being late).” 

Having heard these words, we rushed to the changing rooms, outrunning 
each other, and consequently missing the newly born “minor deity bum’s” fall 
from grace. 

We heard the voice of Sensei behind us: “Senior sempai! Why are there 
strangers inside?!” 

During the whole warm-up, | pondered: “How could | have even 
entertained the thought that this bum would have somehow been able to help 
me?! Well... on the other hand, in my desperate situation, all | can do is believe 
in miracles and hope for the best. You grasp at any straw just to survive. That’s 
why these silly thoughts arise, because of an internal, almost panic-level of 
fear. No. | should control myself. | will find aloophole, a saving grace. l'Il try to 
survive. | shouldn’t lose hope, and | will fight to the very end!” The most 
amazing thing was that my firm belief was based on some deep, subconscious 
feeling of Something | was looking for so hard. But | was unable to say what 
exactly, | only had vague guesses. 

Meanwhile, the warm-up ended up and we started to practice the basics 
under senior sempai’s supervision. Sensei was sitting on a bench discussing 
something with the gangly old man. “I wish | could hear what they are talking 
about,” my persona thought to myself. And evidently, these curious 33 
thoughts were not in my head only. Throughout the training, despite the fact 
that he was a man with grey hair, Dumpling was always trying, as if by 
accident, to take a place closer to the teacher. And with each try, he created an 
indescribable feeling of envy and jealousy within me. And judging by the 
accusing gazes of our guys, | was not the only one who felt it. 

During the loud commands of the monotonous basic exercises, | again 
got deep into my thoughts. “How did Sensei manage to bend that spoon? And 
why did he call that phenomenon simply a trick? If that was a trick, then, in my 
understanding, it should have been thoroughly prepared. But he just took the 
spoon and bent it with his gaze alone.” 

| could say that | believed and disbelieved it at the same time. | believed 
it, because I’ve read about people who possess such abilities - so called 
people-magnets. Any object, regardless of what material it’s made of - wood, 
metal, plastic - would stick to them. | remember that | was amazed most of all 
by the weight those people could hold up: more than ten kilos! 

Paradoxically, but | couldn’t believe what | had seen with my own eyes. 
Or perhaps the disbelief was caused by my reluctance to realise that the fact 
itself was real. Everything seemed so mysterious. | could have understood if 
our crowd had been hypnotised, if | was told beforehand what was about to 
happen. But Sensei just stood in silence and did it. How?! 

Nevertheless, the fact that it was possible was very important to me. It 
was some kind of, firm platform formed by Sensei’s knowledge that was not yet 
known to me. And my subconscious was intensely grasping at it in every way 
possible, resisting those antagonistic thoughts. | don’t know why, but | started 


to trust that interesting man. At least, he obviously knew where there is truth 
and where there is fiction. 

After basic exercises, the moment our group had been waiting for finally 
came. We called this part of the training “the freestyle program”. We were split 
up into pairs and able to exercise old techniques or some more unusual 
techniques from the previous trainings. Andrey picked up his nunchaku and 
followed by our curious glances, approached the Teacher. 

“Is it possible to do something against nunchaku?” 

“And do you know how to use them?” Sensei asked in turn with a smile. 

“Of course!” bragged Andrey self-satisfied. “I haven’t put them down for 
four years. One could say, | eat and sleep with them.” 

Andrey demonstrated a couple of, in our opinion, complex movements. 

“Not bad,” Sensei said. 

“So, is it possible to do something against nunchaku?” Andrey repeated 
his question, obviously provoking the Teacher. 

“Of course... For every Vijay, there is a Rajah.” 

“What?” Andrey asked again, not understanding the last phrase. 

“| mean, for every power there is a counter-power. Nunchaku is not an 
exception.” 

“Can you show me?” 

“I can, but then it will not be fair, you with nunchaku against me... Take 
somebody else with you.” 

We looked at each other with astonishment. Nevertheless, Andrey went 
to look for a partner, and our group went to look for a second weapon. To our 
regret, there were no more nunchaku. Instead, we found a lot of twometer-long 
poles in the sports equipment room. 

But although we found weapons fairly easily, finding a partner for Andrey 
was more difficult. Senior guys flatly refused the proposal to take part in this 
fight and laughed: “No, thanks, man. You'd better do it alone.” 

Finally, Andrey managed to convince a man among the newcomers. 
Meanwhile, Sensei was peacefully chattering with that skinny old man in the 
white kimono. 

“Here, | found one!” Andrey happily announced to the Teacher. 

“You have found one, great. Let senior sempai second us. At his clap, 
start to attack with full contact. Is that clear?” 

That was all Andrey was waiting for. He nodded with obvious pleasure. 
Sensei walked out into the middle. Andrey stood facing Sensei, and the man 
with the pole chose a position from the rear right of Sensei. It was a thrilling 
moment. All participants were battle-ready, except Sensei. He was standing 
relaxed, thinking about something and playing with the tips of his black belt, 
embroidered with gold hieroglyphs. 

At the senior sempai’s clap, Andrey zealously rushed into afrontal attack, 
spinning his nunchaku with the speed of the blades of a working propeller. 
Meanwhile, the other man jumped up quickly and started striking with the pole. 
What happened next happened in an instant. Sensei hadn’t changed his 
position from the moment the attack began, but rather kept standing in a 
deeply thoughtful pose. As soon as his opponents achieved a critical distance 
of his body, without changing his stance, he quickly threw his hand forward... if 
“threw” was the right word because in reality his hand shot out like an 
attacking snake. The nunchaku folded and flew towards the second fighter. The 


Teacher encouraged the stick with a twist of his wrist, slightly changing the 
trajectory of the flight. The nunchaku made half a turn in the air, aligned, and 
like the butt-end of a stick, hit the middle of the forehead of the man attacking 
from behind. The second nunchaku stick, continuing its flight, hit the pole. And 
the pole, correspondingly changing its trajectory, hit Andrey right in the head. 
As a result, the two fail fighters clumsily fell to the floor, without even realising 
what had happened. And Sensei continued to stand thoughtfully, as if all the 
turmoil had nothing to do with him. And then, having come to himself, he asked 
his “opponents” caringly: 

“How are you, guys? Did you get hurt badly?” 

“No,” Andrey answered confused, intensely massaging a puffed-out 
bump on his forehead. “It’s all right.” 

The other man also nodded. 

“I am sorry, | miscalculated a bit,” apologised Sensei. Approaching his 
previous interlocutor, he said, as if nothing had happened, “You know, | have a 
great idea! What if...” 

Meanwhile, observing the fight, the crowd buzzed in discussion with 
noises of laughter and amazement about such a quick fight. And one of the 
senior guys whom Andrey had asked to help said with laughter, “Yeah right, 
Sensei miscalculated, aha! Don’t worry, guys, it’s alright. We’ve been through 
the same ‘miscalculations’ many times before, and all due to our own 
stupidity.” 

When Andrey realised what had happened, he simply tormented Kostya 
and Slava with the same question: “How can that be? One movement... not 
even a strike?!” Kostya perplexedly answered, “How would we know? Sensei is 
over there, ask him.” 

But the Teacher was always busy until the end of the training, first 
demonstrating new techniques, then showing complicated strikes to the senior 
guys, then answering endless questions, and at the end of the training talking 
to the old man. However, Andrey had made up his mind - he was going to clear 
things up right there and then, no matter what. 

We got that chance only when the supplementary training was over. We 
quickly changed and waited at the exit, like guards, as we decided to get what 
we wanted. But it turned out that Igor Mikhailovich and his guys were walking 
towards the same tram stop. On the way, we started our interrogations. 

“How did you manage to better two armed opponents with only one 
movement?” Andrey asked his sore question. 

“Well, weapons have nothing to do with it. This is a technique that uses 
the opponent’s force. By the way, it’s used in many other styles, for example, 
Aikido, Jiu-Jitsu, Wing Chun, and others. You need only to catch a moment and 
use it right away.” 

“In general, | understand, but in this case, what style did you use?” 

“Nothing special,” cunningly answered Sensei, shrugging his shoulders, 
“a little bit of everything.” 

“But still?” queried Andrey. 

“Well, in this case, all you have to know is the physical law of 
acceleration, the distribution of the gravity centre in biomechanics, and a little 
bit of the Snake style.” 

“Whoa!” whistled Andrey. 


“What did you think it was? All great things are ridiculously simple, 
but it takes a lot of hard work to master them.” 

While Andrey was thinking over that phrase, Slava quickly asked, “Is it 
possible to explain that case with the spoon?” 

Of course, it is possible,” Sensei said with a smile. “There is nothing 
concealed on Earth that will not be disclosed, or hidden that will not be 
revealed at some point.” 

So, what was that?” “Ah, just trifles. 

There is nothing special, just an ordinary Qigong, or rather one of its 
modifications.” 

“And what is ‘Qigong’?” Now it was my turn to ask a question. 

“I've read somewhere that it is just a breathing technique,” Kostya 
added. 

“Yes, many people think so,” replied Igor Mikhailovich. “But in reality, 
Qigong is a meditative breathing system that allows a person to master his 
hidden psycho-physical potential. Though in fact, it is one of the simplest types 
of spiritual practices.” 

That phrase roused the interest of our group and something trembled 
inside of me after these words. But as soon as | opened my mouth to ask about 
how we could learn it, Kostya squeezed in with his favourite manner of 
verbiage: 


“If but some sign is indicated, 
A man can sooner feel his way.” 


“Oh, you like Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, do you?” replied Igor 
Mikhailovich. “Then, if you’ve read carefully, he also said the following: 


', athe sage, has said: 

"The world of spirits is not shut away; 
Thy sense is closed, thy heart is dead! 
Up, Student! bathe without dismay 
Thy earthly breast in morning-red!' 


At that moment, you should have seen the surprise on Kostya’s face. He 
was so much impressed by these words that he wasn’t able to immediately find 
the right answer. That was the first person in his life (except his parents, of 
course) who had spoken to him at his ‘high intellectual’ level. “It serves him 
right,” | gloated in my thoughts. “He used to think he was the only man with a 
good education in this world.” 

“I’ve read quite a lot of books,” our ‘Philosopher’ started to defend 
himself, more trying to uphold his pride rather carrying on the topic of the 
discussion. “And it was written there that the spiritual world is only a fairy tale 
for kids.” 

“Who knows,” Sensei said indifferently, continuing to quote Goethe: 


“‘Parchment! Is that the sacred 
fountain whence alone 
There springs a draught 
that thirst for ever quells? 


Refreshment? It you never will have won 
If from that soul of yours it never wells.’” 


“Hmm! It’s easy to say ‘from soul of yours it never wells,’” puffed Kostya. 
And after a moment of silence, he added, “As Moliere said, 


‘Not all things that are talked of turn to facts; 
The road is long, sometimes, 
from plans to acts.’” 
“What do | hear?” Sensei joked, 


‘A moral code that’s too extreme inspires 
Unreason - wisdom lies in moderation’” 

“It sounds familiar...” 

“That is from Poquelin, his expression from ‘The Misanthrope’.” 

“Who's that?” 

“Well, Jean-Baptiste Moliere. Poquelin is his real surname.” 

Even in the dim light of the street lamps, we could see Kostya turning 
red in the face. 

“But... but... Eastern wisdom says that a really wise man foresees the 
end before starting any doing.” 

“Absolutely right. In other words, it means that a human is a thinking 
being, and his fundamental force lies in his thoughts. Even in the modern 
world, to put it in scientific terms, you may find, for example, the confirmation 
of it in the saying of Tsiolkovsky, ‘An action is preceded by a thought; a precise 
calculation is preceded by a fantasy.’ As you see, in human society, nothing has 
changed throughout the ages. And why? Because, as Valentin Sidorov correctly 
noted, 


‘The nature of your thought is 
your own nature. 
Perceive your thought - and you 
will know yourself. 
And you will be the ruler of yourself.’ 


The real power is the power of mind.” 

“Yes,” uttered Kostya, concluding, “‘A head without mind is like a lantern 
without a candle.’” 

“Wonderful words of Leo Tolstoy,” agreed Igor Mikhailovich to the 
complete surprise of the ‘Philosopher’. “If you remember, he also has this 
beautiful saying, “Thought is the beginning of all. And you can rule your 
thoughts. That is why the most important thing in self-perfection is to work with 
your thoughts.” 

Kostya nodded uncertainly. However, this fact proved to hurt his pride 
even more. So, for the next twenty minutes we witnessed a grand battle with 
aphorisms, quotes, sayings of native and foreign writers, poets, philosophers, 
scientists, and | didn’t even know most of their names. Meanwhile, my persona 
was trying hard to cut into this dialogue with my vitally important question 
which | impatiently wanted to ask. But Sensei’s polemics with our ‘Philosopher’ 
flew uninterrupted, gradually reaching its peak. | was angry with Kostya for 


taking up such priceless time with Sensei just to satisfy his own ego. But he 
was so consumed by the discussion that it seemed nothing else in the world 
existed for him. 

At the very end, as we approached the tram stop, after likely having 
recalled all his memory, he recited his favourite expression. “Well, as Villon 
said, “All things except myself I know.” 

Og sas 

gaze TO-DAY, while You are You — how then 
TO-MORROW, when You shall be You no more?’” 


“And who is that?” Kostya almost screamed, completely losing his 
temper. 

“Oh,” drawled Sensei with pleasure, “that was Omar Khayyam, afamous 
Persian poet and philosopher, and a great scientist who was considerably 
ahead of his time. His full name is Ghiyath al-Din Abu’l-Fath Omar ibn Ibrahim 
Al-Nisaburi Khayyami. He lived in the eleventh century. His wisdom was highly 
esteemed even by the Seljuk rulers of Iran, though he was from Khorasan, a 
small village near Nishapur. He had very interesting philosophical thoughts. 
According to his views, the Soul is eternal. It came from the Not-being into the 
human body and will return to the Not-being after death. For the Soul, this 
world is a strange land.” 

“| wonder,” said Tatyana, joining the conversation, “where is the soul 
located inside of the human body? What did this philosopher think, is it in the 
heart or not?” 

“No, he thought that the heart was born on Earth and is only a part of 
mortal human flesh, although it’s the best and the most ‘spiritual’ part. It is 
through the Heart that the Soul speaks. But the Heart, in his opinion, knows 
only this world, Being... He has the following interesting lines, when the Heart 
asks the Soul about the mysteries of the Not-being.” Sensei reflected on it for a 
bit and said, 

“My heart requested, Teach me. 
The sciences are sacramental, but what do they conceal?” 
I started with the alphabet: “Aleph...” 
And then heard: “‘Tis Enough! 
Like understands like, just hint with a letter.” 


“And what is ‘Aleph’?” 

“‘Aleph’ is the first letter in his native language; it’s also the number 
‘one’. As he believes, it is a symbol of the One Existing, a symbol of the 
Universal Unity.” And after looking at Kostya, Sensei ironically added, “What 
else can one say here?!” 

Kostya was completely disconcerted, indeed not Knowing what more to 
say. | hastened to use that opportunity and blurted out in a single breath, “How 
can we learn this system of techniques to master the hidden psychophysical 
potential?” 

“It’s very easy. There is no secret at all. The most important thing is, as 
they say, to have a great desire, and the opportunities will come soon enough.” 

“So, can we learn it from you?” 

“Of course.” 


“And when can we start?” asked Andrey, apparently thinking the same 
way as me. 

“Well, if you are so interested in it, you are welcome to join. | devote an 
hour and a half for these exercises, twice a week.” 

“How much does it cost?” asked Slava. 

“Do you think it’s possible to evaluate spiritual knowledge with money?” 
said Sensei, surprised. “You guys really are obsessed with this ‘funny paper’. 
We train just for ourselves, for our own spiritual development. If you want to 
train - do train.” 

Our group fixed a date and a time for the next meeting. 

“Zhenya will show you the way,” added the Teacher. 

Zhenya turned out to be a tall, light-haired, athletically built guy, one of 
those ‘speedy’ guys, who accompanied Sensei. 

“We will certainly come,” Andrey answered for all of us. 

On that note, we said our goodbyes. | was beside myself with joy. Finally, 
my persona got close to what | had been looking for, for so long. It seemed | 
needed to take just one step and maybe | would be able to cross over this 
abyss and climb out to the solid surface of Being. | felt it intuitively, with a sort 
of sixth sense. Although my mind didn’t see any real chance of survival. 
Despite this, as they say, my Soul was singing. 

All the way home, the guys passionately discussed today’s training and 
what awaited us the day after tomorrow at the spiritual training. Enthusiasm 
overfilled everyone but Kostya. He was puffed out, like a turkey, with gloomily 
knitted eyebrows. 

“Kostya, will you come?” asked Andrey, clapping him on the back. “I’m 
not sure, maybe we shouldn’t go,” mumbled the dissatisfied ‘Philosopher’. 
“We're not circus actors trying to learn tricks. We'll just waste our time there 
for nothing.” 

“Are you stupid, man?” Andrey retorted ‘politely’. “Where have you seen 
even a circus actor, who can bend spoons just by looking at them?!” 

“And who teaches others to do it for free,” Slava added his strong 
argument. 

“That’s what I’m saying. You’ve been duped, really!” 

| confess, | am a fool! Yet you'll find | understand that you are very kind,” 
our discontented ‘Philosopher’ sarcastically replied. 

“Alright, guys, don’t quarrel,” said Tatyana. “You’d better give me some 
ideas how to convince my parents to let me go to this training.” 

“How?” answered Andrey. “Like in the joke... A daughter returned home 
late and her father asks her, ‘What do you call this?’ The girl replies, ‘I don’t 
know what it’s called, but from now on, it will be my favourite hobby.’” 

Everybody laughed. Having agreed upon a new meeting, we went home. 


